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POEMS 



JOHN GREET. 



F. PITMAN, 20, PATEBNOSTEB ROW, E.C. 
1864. 

J28o. k, /oi/-^ 



TO 



MARXm F. TOPPER, ESa, D.C.L, F.RS., 

THIS TOLTJME 

IS, 

WITH HIS PEBMISSION, 

VEET GBA.TEPTJLLT IIS^SCBTBED. 



"^om^. 



NO GOOD EFFOET VAIN. 

No goodly deed is wholly lost, 

Or thought or action vain, 
That aims with hnmble trust to speed 

Truth's all-triumphant reign. 

The seed may sliunber long beneath 
The chill and niggard earth ; 

But genial suns and gentle dews 
Command th' auspicious birth. 

Hence, where the sterile surface spreads, 

The sapling, green and fair, 
Shall rise, to sway through fiiture years, 

The forest-sceptre there. 

And aU the good our help may do 
To neighbour, kindred, friend. 

Shall, in the hour when Heaven decrees. 
Promote some gracious end. 

B 



The germs we tend when early youth 
Demands our choicest care, 

Shall perish never in the soil 
Of cold obHvion there. 

The doctrines aud examples taught 

In manhood's riper _ day, 
Shall leave an impress and *a hue 

When Duty bids away. 

The trite returns for kindness made, 

The tear by Pity shed, 
The shrine wnich Mercy loves to rear 

Beside Affliction's bed, — 

The soft rebuke to erring ones, 
The mite to Penury given, 

The cup of water to tne faint. 
Speak less of earth than heaven. 



I LOVE THE LAUGHING SXJNSHIIirE. 

I LOTE the laughing axmshine, ah ! ah ! ah ! and 
fain would see 

Each step as light, 
Each eye as bright, 
And heart benign and free : 
Eor such, methinks, is God's intent, whene'er He 

deigns to fling 
The bright, ethereal essence over each created 

thing. 
I know 'tis sent to beautify the verdure and the 



And shed a glimpse of Paradise through this old 

world of ours ; 
And, when I gain the frowning height of some 

tremendous steep, 
To watch its magic pencillings athwart the foam- 
lashed deep. 
Or o'er the fruitful valley — ^where I still delight 

to stray — 
It limns a thousand fancies on the oft-frequented 

way, 
I feel an impulse warm and strong, as May's young, 

araent kiss, 
That prompts the lay of gratitude for beauty such 

as this. 
I love, I love the sunshine, then, so glorious 

and so rare. 
In which the wood-nymphs bathe the glossy 

ringlets of their nair. 
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FALL, GENTLE LEAP. 

Pall, gentle leaf, 
Emblem of one 
Whose days are brief, 
And woe-begone : 
Beet with thy kindred in desolate guise, 
Whilst the redbreast performs thy obsequies. . 

Pall, gentle leaf, 

With murmurs sofb, 
ril list thy grief. 
By wood or croft, 
As rude winds waltz round the old turret grey. 
The cold heart to gladden of weird Decay. 

Pall, gentle leaf, 

G-uneless one, fall ; 
Sermons thus brief- 
Warning notes all — 
Teach me that playmate of sunshine and flower 
Must wither and die in the destin'd hour. 

Pall, gentle leaf. 

Thy passing chime 
TeUsofafief 

'Neath sunnier clime; 
And, softly as thou, on that solemn day. 
My soul some rapt seraph may bear away. 



GEEATNBSS. 

SooBir not the low-roofed dwelling; there maj 
be, 

In yon abode of squalor and of dirt. 
Which e'en the garish sun doth seem to flee, 

Some weary carle in ecstasies of thought. 
What though broad seams of care the yisage 
grain, 

ibid ton embrown and ossify the hand, 
High purposes may in his bosom reign. 

To shape the destinies of &therland. 
Greatness nor covets the parade of names. 

Or aught demesnes or title-deeds bestow ; 
She sways serenely in the soul that aims 

T' exorcise Wrong, and smooth the couch of 
Woe. 
Earth's noblest sons are schooled in hut and ceU^ 
As purest gems in darkliest cavems dwell. 



THE WEECK OF THE AMAZON. 

Lo ! 'tis the BteamBhip Amazon ; 

A gallant bark is sne, 
With ribs of iron that defy 

The wild waves' empery. 

The shipwright's dank is heard no more, 

The helmsman waits abaft, 
And lauds the hands that wrought so well 

The stately, speed-built craft. 

The day wears on ; a motley throng 

Is moving on the strand, 
And many a tale of doom foretold 

By beldam grim and tann'd. 

"With freight of thrice-told fifty souls. 

How oft a sad " farewell I" 
Assails the panic-stricken ear, 

Like some low, passing-bell. 

" Ho ! hoi !" at length, the captain shouts ; 
The words meet prompt replies ; 
And creaking capstans bid anon 
Her fest-moor'd anchors rise. 

A plunge ! and on, the maiden bark 

The deep, blue ocean plies ; 
Gtay streamers flaunt, and loud " hurrahs !' 

Far up the welkin rise. 
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Old Titan shines in best attire, 

And soft, auspicious gales 
Soon waft her where the dolphin sports, 

In green and golden scales. 

StiU on, with fleet, unerring keel. 

She cuts the yielding mam ; 
And every breast beats high with hope 

The TVestem port to gam. 

The engines bass their organ-pipes. 

The waves their saraband. 
While sailors, 'midst the tackling, sing 

Of home and fatherland. 

The hours chase hours ; and days and nights 

Alternate come and go ; 
Yet, steady to the compass aims 

The vessel's stately prow. 

Night comes again ; the crew retire 

To seek and find repose. 
Unconscious of the howling blast 

That o'er the hatchway blows. 

But paceth one witli anxious ken. 

And hesitating tread. 
Whose wildly-palpitating breast 

Presages coming dread. 

Grim terror pales the watch on deck ; 

" Fire ! fire !" exclaims the mate ; 
Anon the tocsin's iron tongue 

Forewarns th' impending fate ! 
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The moon, for fear, has shnuik within 

Her " interlunar cave ;" 
Nor sea-^ulls dip their plumes beneath 

The ins-dnctured wave. 

The awe-stmck night, with black portent, 

Bemoans the seaman's lot ; 
While frighted mermaids haste in quest 

Of fer-off coral grot. 

The whale, with giant paddle, cuts 

A track athwart the deep ; 
And polypi, whole fathoms down, 

Their nightly vigils keep. 

But lo ! the vengeful element 

Its widening empire spreads, 
Nor spares th' unconscious voyagers 

Within their pensile beds. 

Both fore and aft the flames aspire ; 

The pumps are plied in vain ; 
While death-gasps, shrieks, and sobs rebuke 

The sempiternal main. 

They pay the ship, they tack about, 

Ajid veer, but nought avails ; 
Por, quick the fiery scorpions curl 

Amidst the virgin sails. 

The hatchways throng with human forms, 

Who frenziedly implore 
Some speedy succour to inspire 

The hope of reaching shore. 
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They wring their hands, and lash their breaats, 
And waS the piercing cry : — 
^ Gh*eat Gtod, in mercy spare, oh, spare, 
Or make ns meet to die !" 

Oh! hacrowing scenes of wild dismay, 

Oh ! anguish, who can tell ? 
No more to list the cherished tones 

Of those who sighed—" Farewell" ! 

No more to tread the sacred hearth 

Of firiendship and of love ; 
No more the daisy-dappled mead. 

Or mirth-resounding grove ! 

No more to shine in glittering wealth, 

Or Fame's &ir trophies wear ; 
Oh ! blighted hopes, ye scare the soul 

Like phantoms of despair ! 

But lo ! two late-espoused tread 

The flames that scorn control ; 
With noble daring in their eye, 

And glory in their soul. 

He, stands erect, in manhood's prime ; 

She, helpmeet, true and &>ir. 
Waits by ; the bloom has left her cheek, 

The bridal wreath her hair ; — 

The bloom that summer roses tried 

To emulate in vain ; 
The bloom that won from sonneteer 

The tributary strain ;— 
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The bridal wreath that, whilom, smiled 

Within her natiye dell ; 
The bridal wreath that Mrj hands 

Had pleached and ordered well. 

As spreading oaks essay to shield 

The sapling from the storm, — 
As eagles flutter o'er their young. 

To ward impending harm, 

Thus aims the strong man to defend 

The dear one of his care ; 
But lo ! th' inexorable flames 

No throbs of pity share. 

With swerveless trust th' embosom'd pair 

In holy posture bend ; 
Their bow of hope, their cynosure, 

Is Christ, the sinner's fnend. 

They press the Bible to their hearts, 

-MQ, strong in £aith, descry 
Amidst the flames, a chariot sent, 

To bear them to the sky. 

And ere, methinks, the ruefdl deeds 

Of this portentous night 
Be consummate, they live and love 

In realms of endless light. 

And, there, 'midst golden streets and bowers. 

More bright than poets feign. 
Unite in song, and sweep the lyre, 

And swell th' empyreal train. 
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Wild, as the pageant of red flame 

Tl^hat prairie hunters light, 
The fiery bandit sweeps amain. 

And scares the wondering night ! 

The captain writhes, and tears his locks, 
His thrifts all futile seem ; 
" 'Tis o'er !" he sobs,—" 'Tis o'er! " respond 
The whelming fire and steam ! 

Like hounds unleashed, &om side to side, 

The victims madly fly ; 
Advance, recede, essay to leap. 

Or swoon, despair, and die ! 

t 
The groaning >ship seems racked with grief, 

And lurches to and fro ; 
Her very keel, methinks, doth feel 

The agonizing woe ! 

The engines, like infuriate steeds, 

StiU urge the bark ahead ; 
Meanwhile her ruthless paddles maim 

The dying and the dead. 

The sailors ply their ready arts. 

In hope, at least, to save 
Some grateful relic from the wreck, — 

Some victim from the wave. 

A youth, more fearless than the rest, 

The life-boat gear unties ; 
Some crowd on board, the crank is swung. 

And o'er the spray she hies. 
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But scaroelj has the slender skiff 

Alighted on the foam, 
"When angry breakers scruse her 'neath 

The dark, abysmal tomb ! 

" Ho ! hoi ! " they cry, " hawse down the boats 
That flank the starboard side ! " — 

The gig, the dingy, pinnace, — all, 
Aj^ laden, and untied. 

Again they All ; the tackling £ebils. 

The billows swoop amain ; 
And o*er the voice of waters whoop, 

The plaints of drowning men ! 

The seething timbers plash and hiss 

Around the vessers brim, 
And tempt the death-blanched sufferers 

To re-essay to swim. 

Th^ rally ; and, with nerveless grasp, 

Tne blazing drifb-wood seize ; 
The embers yield ; no more to rise, 

They sink beneath the seas ! 

' At length, the paddles cease to whirl. 

The engines quell their ire ; 
!From stem to stem the vessel reels, 
A heap of molten fire ! 

The arsenal, its thund'rous dirge, 

Booms far the wide seas o'er ; 
And lo ! the ill-starred Amazon 

Sescende, to rise no more ! 
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A sudden gloom, a syncope 

Of dread suspense, prevail, 
That make the sturdiest seaman's heart 

To tremble like a sail ! 

But list ! a mother's sighs and tears 

The greedy waves decry, 
Lashed to whose bleeding breast reclines 

Her latest-bom — ^her joy. 

With wild, tenacious grasp she holds 

The cherished of her womb ; 
And vows the surge that whelms her child 

Shall be its mover's tomb. 

She lifts a glance to realms on high, 

Her spirit wrestles there ; 
When gracious aid is promptly sent, 

By OiTE who answers prayer. 

Tor, ere the orient streak of mom 

Illumes the yeasiy deep, 
A little band, and she amidst, 

Across the waters sweep. 

They scud away, like nautilus, 

With mimic sloop and sail, 
In hope, at least, some stouter bark. 

Some friendly mast;, to hail. 

The billows urge ; anon, repulse, 

Until, at length, they spy- 
Some landward canvas, and they shout. 

And clap their hands for joy ! 
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The signals hoist, the skipper hails, 
They near, are hauled on deck ; 

And in those wooden walls secure, 
Take refdge from the wreck. 

And now, safe moored in port, thej live 

To tell it far and near ; 
That, in the darkest providence, 

G-od lends a listening ear. 
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SAEDIB. 

Lo ! Sardis, by the foot of Imolus, 

"Wliere old ractolus laves Hs golden sands, 
A prey to Desolation, cowering thus, — 

The shame and glory of proud Lydia's strands ! 
Where, now, her roll of monarchs, satraps hoar, 

And armaments all-conquering Cyrus dared, 
That lined the iEgean ana the Euxiae shore ? 

Gone ! ever gone ! her citron groves are bared, 
Nor lute discourseth in her temples dim, 

ISTor type of grandeur — ^tower or battlement — 
Inspires the Tittkish goatherd's vesper hymn : 

Rophetic silence reigns ; and Mussulman, bent, 
Weeps as the jackal from the mangrove springs. 
Where rang the laughter of the Lydian kmgs. 
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ArTUMN. 

Autumn, with cadence fitful, hoarse, and deep, 

Sings her sad plaint in every wood and vale ; 
While truant leaves in eddying clusters sweep, 

And wrestling branches echo back the wail. 
No laughing flowers make mirth around the hill, 

No blooming hawthorn scents the evening air; 
The lark^s rich strains have ceased the grove to 
thrill, 

The redbreast only monarchises there. 
Thus man his seasons hath, — his springtide Mr, 

His summer glory, and has time of fall, 
When heart and hop©*-a prey to canker ofua care, — 

Like Autumn leaves, impend life's rimy wall. 
Yet, faint heart, up ! though gloom thy lot in- 

sphere, 
Some faithmi robin lingers still to succour and to 
cheer. 
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FOEGET NOT THE UNHAPPY. 

EoEaET not the imliappy, 

That bounding heart of thine, 
Though life's illusiye phantoms 

Woo the votive shrine. 
Shim not the darkened chamber, 

But haste thee to be nigh, 
When drops the scalding current, 
Erom the mourner's eye. 
Eorget not the unhappy, 

'j4ough youth and bloom are thine- 
A blast may smite and desolate 
The young luxuriant vine. 

Eorget not the unhappy, 

But lend thy timely store 
When pale Want opes her satchel 

Near thy ample aoor. 
Where throbs the pulse so lonely, 
Where spirits smve with grief, 
Oh ! haate, like some kind seraph, 
Ere^hted with relief. 

Go, tell some soothing story, 

Ere heart and voice grow weak — 
The lute that yields the sweetest airs 
May yet renue to speak. 
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I WOULD I WEEE A GLEESOME CHILD. 

I WOTJI.D I were a gleesome eliild, 

To wander, wild and free, 
O'er bosky dell that erst beguiled 

My hecurt's young ecstasy. 
Ah ! roBj hours, to memory dear, 

Methmks I hear among 
Those alder shades, distinct and dear, 

My childhood's early song. 

I would I were a gleesome child, 

I'd bound, at dewy mom. 
To cull the foxglove, lank and wild. 

And rose, without a thorn : 
Or mingle in the rustic's joys, 

Or to the carol list. 
Of lark, communing with the skies — 

Delicious melodist ! 

I'd bound where poppy's scarlet pride 

Allures the rovms eye. 
And combine's fond embraces chide 

The world's inconstancy : 
Or 'neath embowering willow-tree, 

Beside yon babbling brook, 
I'd watch the May-fly s revelry. 

Or twitch th' ensnaring hook. 

The fellowship of summer noon. 

The sparklmg oar to lave. 
When smiles the meek-tiaraed moon, 

O'er Leam's translucent wave ; 
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The drowsy hum of luyeward bee, 
The bat's deep-sounding gong, 

Are themes familiar still to me. 
As childhood's earlj song. 

Let FleaBiire weare the silken lure, 

The world gire gold op gain. 
And Fame and Eorhme seek to cure 

The heart, when rent in twain ; 
But Eame, or sordid we^th, or mirth. 

Or greed of pomp and power, 
Wax aim beside the priceless worth 

Of childhood's golden hour. 
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ODE TO THE aBASSHOPPEB. 

Mebby songster, minstrel gay, 

Chirruping the hours away, 

In thy tunic — em'rald dyed — 

By the river's silvOTy tide, 

As Narcissus' fabled beam 

Languishes adown the stream ; 

Op the fays and fairies tread, 

As the moon shines overhead, 

And Orion, with his train. 

Trips it o'er the stellar plain, 

Beaming with benignant smile, 

Philomela to beguile. 

As she — ^poetess of night — 

Tells hOT soothing, soft delight. 

Pretty insect, jocund thing. 

Playmate of the rosy Spring, 

Be mine the mirth, mine the joy 

Of thy sinless revelry, 

As thou greet'st the swains that stray 

By the mead with artless lav ; 

Or the wealthy bees that wneel 

Homebound, with unsteady keel, 

Freighted with the luscious spoil 

Of the noonday heat and toil. 

Blithe Cicada, I wotild be 

Mated with the woods and thee. 

Bounding o'er earth's wide demesne 

In thy vest of glossy gre^i. 

Merry elfin, weal be thine. 

In thy home where wildings twine, 

Mossy bank shall be thy floor, 

Foxglove tall thy palace door ; 
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Ceiling dight with glossy leaf — 

Choicest of ancestrji fief — 

And with ornate trac'ry deck'd 

By Nature — skilful architect. 

Ah ! delightsome there to dwell — 

In thy own romantic cell. 

Ants for thee shall hoard and toil, 

Thy chamber lamp the glow-worm's smile, 

And thy boon associates be 

Nature's aristocracy. 

Primroses with thee shall drink 

Dews, and strengthen fidendship's link ; 

Flaunting woodbines, daisies tnm, 

Lilies on the lakelet's brim, 

Eoses that in hedgerows bloom, — 

Breathing SabaBan perfume. 

On the light, attenuate gale, 

Volant with some lorn one's tale, — 

Throstle that, full-throated, tries 

To outsing the skylark's joys, 

As, upon some blossomy spray, 

He prolongs th' harmonious lay, — 

All shall mingle and rehearse 

Thy praise in no incondite verse. 

Blithe Cicada, winsome child, 

Tripping, ever free and wild, 

O'er the mead, where spangling dews 

Mock the rainbow's witching hues, 

And hale oaks, in muffled sighs, 

Waft their anthems to the skies, 

As the shepherd's tinkling fold 

Calls to vespers in the wold, 

And the owl, demure and sage. 

In yon beechen hermitage, 

Counts his ros'ry o'er and o'er, — 

Mayhap, his sires did so of yore, — 

Till, anon, the voice of prayer 
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Whiflpers oft and everywhere, 
Telling, with its cnrfew-sonnd, 
Nature is thrice-hallowed ground, 
And thy woodland sacristy 
Consecrate to &od and thee. 



THE GTJAEDIANS OF OUE LIBBETY. 

The guardians of our liberty, a vaUant host are 
they, 

Uniting heart and hand to crush oppression's law- 
less sway ; 

The bulwarks of our honour, the upholders of our 
might, 

Long may they live to nerve the arm of Justice 
and of Eight ; 

Por they who fight our battles are the men to 
whom belong 

A nation's warmest gratitude, and meed of death- 
less song. 

The guardians of our liberty, the noble and the 

brave. 
Are sturdy as the oaken keel that ploughs the 

mountain wave ; 
And while her snow-white cliffs hold watch about 

our native isle. 
Her serried ranks shall boldly on to conquer and 

to spoil ; 
Por 'neath those gleaming colours beat a thousand 

hearts as true 
As ever reefed a sail, or dared the ramparts of the 

foe. 

The guardians of our liberty, for them we'll 

proudly seek 
The shrine where treasured memories their lasting 

records keep ; 
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"Who, firm to trutt and duty, turn Aggression's 
hostile blade, 

And scatter round lie blessings of free inter- 
course and trade. 

To them we owe prosperity, our friendships, and 
our home, 

And all the charms that cluster 'neath Affection's 
smile-lit dome. 

The guardians of our liberty, fall light, oh ! Time, 

on all 
Her dauntless sons that fly to arms when Britain 

gives the call, 
Eor, fired with patriot valour, — ^like the mighty 

men of yore 
Who fell, yet never stained the badge their sires 

exultant bore, — 
They on shall press to conquer, while on wind and 

crested wave, 
Shall swell the glorious victories of the empire of 

the brave. 
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WHEEE AEE THE ELOWEES ? 

Sat, where are the flowers — Oh ! the beautiful 
flowers — 
That twinkled in sunshine and shade P 
They were here ; but, frail nurslings of dew-drop 

and showers, 
'Midst which, with gay footsteps, we lingered for 
hours. 
Are 'mongst the bright things that have fled. 

Scarce a hill or hedgerow, a brooklet or dell, 

But flung their fair lustres to view, — 
Scarce a nook but embosomed its pearly blue-bell, 
Or a mead where the chant of the lorn nightin- 
gale, 
Betrayed where the sweet cowslips grew. 

But far from the bleak haunts of winter have 
fled 
Those emblems of youthhood and joy : 
They dwell not where withered leaves linger all 

red, 
And the North-wind is mingling its accents of 
dread. 
With the snow-bird's low, piteous cry. . 

Yet, sad and dismantled though Nature appears, 

She shall not be desolate aye ; 
The gloom shall evanish, and smiles chase the 

tears, 
And Spring's gentle tones, sweet as those of the 
spheres, 
Becall the young blossoms of May. 
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Thus loved ones, but imaged in dim retrospection, 

Whom Earth to the Spoiler has given, 
Shall rise with the Just at the first resurrection, 
And radiant with hues of unchanging perfection, 
Shall bloom in the vistas of heaven. 
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THE PEEBLESS WILD-EOSE. 

SET TO MU8I0 BT STEPHEN GLOVER. 

Oh ! I love the peerless wiLd-roBe, 

Thougli it forsaken be, 
That blooms, midst rustic iimoceiice, 

Beneath the greenwood tree. 
A gentle spell environs it, 

Oh ! 'tis a sacred flower, 
Whose unassuming beauty forms 

The magic of its power. 

Oh ! I love the peerless wild-rose, 

Although it may not vie 
"With tulip's gorgeous colouring, 

Or charm tne lingering eye ; 
Por I trace in it the emblem 

Of modesty and worth, 
And innocence, whose smile reproves 

The gay delights of earth. 
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THAlfKSGIVIN& HYMN. 

G-BEAT Gh>d, a cantide of praise 
My faltering lips essay to raise, 
For aught of earth and aught of hearen, 
Thy kind, paternal hand has given. 

For beams that gild Aurora's car, 
As Momine flings her gates afar, 
And, o'er the broad, awakening earth, 
Allures her teeming myriads forth ; — 

For sober Night, whose tristful hours 
Wake thought and feeling's holiest powers, 
And bid the soul's devotion rise 
With fiiir Cyllene through the skies ; — 

For plenteous showers that promptly yield 
The verdant scarf that clothes the field, 
Where antler'd herd recumbent lie, 
Awed by the forest's litany ; — 

For buds and bourgeons that inspire 
Bedundant hope and high desire ; 
For laughing hills and golden grain, 
That anthems waft from plain to plain ; — 

For vernal skies, serenely blue. 
And summer slopes of emerald hue. 
Where thrifty bees reload their wain, 
And hum their drowsy quatorzain 5 — 
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For herald songsters that implead 
Man's cause in every yale and mead, 
And oft as lie refuses praise, 
To Thee their loud thanksgiving raise. 

G-reat G-od, a hymn of grateful praise 
Accept, for what GDhy love displays, — 
For aught of earth and aught of heaven. 
Thy kind, indulgent hand hath given. 



NATTJEE'S MUSIC. 

Sweet hours for penriTe thought, when all around 
Seems still transfused with that celestial calm 
That brooded o*er creation's solemn dawn, 
Ere kindred spheres her birthday anthem sang ; 
And woodland choristers, and nodding boughs, 
And murmuring rivulets, and bright-lipp'd flowers, 
Joined in fiill diapason to extol 
The Love and Goodness, infinitely vast. 
That rent the azure of the upper s'kies, 
And forth evolved our planet, beautiful 
As her own natal mom, and cinctured o'er 
"With the chaste radiance of a seraph's brow. 

What base returns we make, who lavish out 
The halcyon hours of prime upon the couch 
Of stupor and of sloth, while I^ature tells 
Her matins to the skies. Ah ! why should man 
Be dumb, while fields and groves and pebbly 

brooks 
Are vocative with praise ? He little recks 
The bane of his example, and nor dreams 
To the tvnn claims of duty and delight 
How recreant, who, 'neath the cumbrous weight 
Of costly drapery, is self-immured, 
A willing exile from the charms that grace 
The gladsome gates of day ! 

'Tis passing sweet 
To find a respite from the serried marts. 
And Babel-clangour of hoarse Industry, 
That booms through cities populous, wher^ dense, 
Mephitic cloud-flakes taint the breath of heaven ; 
And o'er the meads, of freshness redolent, 

D 
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Watch the chaste dewdrop crystalling the herbs, 
Or list the lark discoursing to the sun, — 
Eegent of the morning. 

I'd scarce exchange 
Civilities with the unfeeling wight 
Who doth enslave what Nature hath made free. 
Let those who hold that freedom is a curse, 
Go, seek a home with cowled eremite, 
In cloisters that exclude the glorious day, 
And frown upon the hymning earth and sky. 
I love the tremor of the Spring-bird's song, 
And the fiiU gush of summer minstrelsy 
That swells voluptuous from ten thoiisand throats ; 
And hold, that hberty, so dear to man. 
Is not a whit less precious to the birds 
That roam the sod, or scale the mountain-peak. 
Hence, 'tis a crime no penance can atone, 
To coop the feathered people of the air 
Within unfriendly walla of wood and wire': 
What ! cage the lark, blithe laureat of the sky, 
And chain to earth what God has taught to soar ? 
Oh ! fie ; the grudging notes ye thus extort 
Own not a tithe of the pure ecstasy 
That warms the heart and elevates the soul. 
When, from a joyous sense of liberty, 
Each throat dilates with voluntary song ; 
And ill repay the pangs jour bosoms feel 
As the poor captives, void of all offence, 
Impetuous strain the orb, and maim the wing, 
In an unceasing round of vain attempts 
To wander free. Do not the battered plume. 
And tail that promised well, and bruised beak, 
But mock your best endeavours to beguile 
The prisoners to their fete ? What care they, now, 
For dainty blade, or well-adjusted seed. 
Or frond of salad from the way-side riU, 
Or mimic turf, that but remains to tell 
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Of wide-spread acres which they sigh to roam ; 
Or stinted drops of the pure element 
Spontaneous welling from each limpid spring ; 
Or dailj visits of some gentle hand, 
To cater for their wants ? The home of such, 
Is unconditioned space — the mountain's brow — 
And blue serene, where their best kindred dwell, 
Their rightfiil heritage ! Then, why, oh ! man, 
Conspire to lord it o'er the helpless ones 
Whose birthright freedom is ; whose charter, too, 
Doth antedate thy own ? Can ve who frown — 
With self-complacent heroism, frown — 
A withering condemnation on the man 
"Who, spite of many qualities of worth, — 
Asks hostage of the poor, and to the weak 
Doles tyrannous oppression ; — ^ye who loathe 
Or seem to loathe — the fetters of the slave, 
And traverse many a rood of sultry earth 
To urge the bondman's plea, and thunder forth 
With oratorio gusto, warm harangues — 
With all the flowers of rhetoric replete — 
In troth with liberty, — ^yet leaah in dens — 
Not the less galling though fantastic shaped, 
And glossed with varnish of expensive gums — 
In trim boudoir, or ornate aviary, 
The free-bom minstrels of the«groves and fields ? 
Oh ! ye unkind, those wicker prisons rend ; 
Give back the throstle wing, and, in yon brake 
Where brambles interlace, he will beguile 
With merry roundelay, the peaceful hours. 
Emancipate the blackbird, and unbar 
The portals which th' unwonted nightingale 
Would fain o'erleap ; that, in some twilight nook. 
They may prolong sweet Nature's even-song. 
To the disfranchised lark anon restore 
His olden privilege, and he will spring 
With insuppressive ardour to the clefts 

D 2 
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Of yonder molten doud, to greet the sun 
That looks askance upon tyrannio man, 
And pour thee down a thousand linked strains 
Of purest gratitude. Let go them all 
To their primeval haunts, and there, aloud. 
In various stop, and dulcet syllable, 
Intone the psalm of liberty. 

With choir 
So disciplined by Nature, and so quick 
On every apt occasion to essay 
Their twisted harmonies, and themes that sweU 
To deafening peals of song, and heard distinct 
Whole leagues afar, — ^now, pitched to lower key, 
And, lower still, until the votive strain 
Scarce seems to quiver the distended down 
Of each glad-throated warbler, as they troll 
Their liquid joy along, to veering scale 
Of loud or soft, depressed or elevate ; 
And vie in compass, cadence, and accord 
With the persuasive symphonies of harp 
And lute and melting dulcimer ; nor less 
The trumpet's thrilling flourishes ; anon, 
AU instruments of bass and solemn stave, — 
The deep-mouthed sackbut, and assenting pipes 
Of potent swell, that through the minster's gloom 
Resound, and make Devotion moire devout, — 
The organ hoar , — contrivance which the Book 
Of sacred lore ascribes to Lamech's son,* 
In artifices skilled when the big world 
Lay swathed in infency : — with such a choir 
To give diversified delight, and wake 
A sympathy in souls of gaysome mould. 
Who love the merry idyl that bemocks 
The moody dulness of distempered Care, — 
Or graver modulations, such as prompt 

• Jubal. 
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An echo in the spirit of the man 
To solitude devote, and lettered thought, 
Seeking, within the cloisters of the groves, 
Itesponsive music to the undertones 
That linger in his breast, or tremble through 
The plaintive hymn of tender Philomel : — 
With choir so prompt and disciplined to please 
The tuneful ear, or glad or awe the soul, 
No wonder that it soothes the savage breast, 
Bids rocks and hills rejoice, and streams forget 
Their wonted murmurs, as with Orphic strains 
Each breeze comes freighted. 



38 



THE SNOW. 

Theee's mirth o*er the upland, and joy in the 

vale, 
Though winter is shrieking with desolate wail, 
For the snow is descending in feathery flakes. 
And clothing with ermine the forests and lakes. 
It strides o'er the haunts and the homesteads of 

men, 
And wild habitations of fieldfare and wren ; 
In sooth, like a child in its innocent glee, 
It laughs at restraint, and roams careless and free. 

Then, hurrah ! for the snow that roams care- 
less and free, — 

The snow — the bright snow — ^is the comrade 
for me. 

It trippeth in mantle of pure dazzling white. 
More bright than the stars of a mid- winter night ; 
Nor stealthy or fawning, but fearless and frank, 
Unawed by the claims of distinction or rank, 
To the poor and the wealthy, the great and the 

small. 
It proffers its favours like-freely to all. 
Ah ! trusty and true is the friendship, I trow, 
That owns a fit type in the beautiful snow. 

Then, hurrah ! for the snow that roams care- 
less and free, — 

The snow — ^the pure snow — is the comrade 
for me. 

It sports like a thing on a mission of mirth, 
As it flings its soft radiance over the earth ; 



It curls round tlie ohimneys, it spangles the 

eaves, 
Where visions of fairy-like beauty it weaves ; 
It conies to the lattice and raps at the pane, 
Then retreats, — to return as officious again. 
It enters the wicket, and drifts, as of yore, 
Its sentinel crest by the cottager's door. 

Then, hurrah ! for the snow that roams care- 
less and free, — 

The snow — the blithe snow — ^is the comrade 
for me. 

It trips up the skater, and spoils the device. 
Poised on sandals of steel, he depicts on the ice ; 
It frisks with the youngsters as, thronging from 

school. 
They rear the snow-effigy high o'er the pool, 
Or skirmish and pelt, as in hostile array. 
Till the weaker be vanquished and scamper away ; 
Thus, the bomb-shells of snow, flying thickly and 

fast, 
Though guiltless of blood, are the victors at last. 

Then, hurrah ! for the snow that roams care- 
less and free, — 

The snow — ^the brave snow — ^is the comrade 
for me. 

It greets honest Q-iles, and besprinkles with 

rime 
The locks well-nigh blanched with the snow-storms 

of time. 
While plodding the furrows, scarce able to stand, 
He beats the assailant aside with his hand ; 
It renews the attack, — stings his nose and his 

eyes, 
Like a bevy of hornets, musquitos, or flies. 
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Still, he laughs in liis heart, 'tis his wisdom to 

know 
There are tidings of good in the cirstalline snow. 
Then, hurrah ! for the snow that roams care- 
less and free, — 
The snow — ^the fiiir snow — ^is the comrade for 
me. 

Oh ! then talk not of fireside feasting and mirth, 
The snow is the merriest thing upon earth ; 
The nights may be weary, the days may be dark. 
And the storm-king ride bv in his wintry sark ; 
It comes like a seer commissioned to fling 
The rainbow of promise prophetic of Spring, 
And bid weald and wayside and valley resume 
The virginal beauty of youthhood and bloom. 

Then, hurrah ! for the snow that roams care- 
less and free, — 

The snow — ^the bright snow — is the comrade 
for me. 
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GIVE HOOD A MONUMENT.* 

G-iTB Hood a monument, lasting and beautiful, 
Grudge not the poet his meed of renown, 

Bend to the office, do pensively dutiful. 
Spirits above gaze approvingly down. 

Far be the landmarks that share not the blessing 
Dispensed by the genius of wisdom and fame, 

But, farther the empire, base ingrate, possessing 
True nobles, to slight and dishonour their name. 

If potentates, warriors, valiant in story, 

Breathe their achievements from column or bust, 

S ay, s hall the Poet be shorn of his glory, 

whose relics, unhonoured, repose in the dust ? 

He who has heightened our spirits' reflections. 
And gladdened with mirth the else desolate 
hearth, 

Shall he not reign o'er the heart's warm affections. 
When scabbard and diadem crumble to earth ? 

He who could weep the big tear for humanity 
Gyved, and depressed by the thraldom of toil ; 

Eaise the world's outcast with gentle urbanity. 
Or make e'en some Stoic Diogenes smile P 

* Since the above was written, [1853], a generous pnblic 
have erected a lasting and gracefal memorial in honour of 
Hood, consequently the poem referred to ceases to be appro- 
priate. I have, however, decided upon inserting it in the pre- 
sent collection, although so feeble a tribute of my admiration 
for a poet whose writings tend, in no equivocal degree, to 
ameliorate the condition of humanity and of man. 
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Ferisli, oli ! fatherland, aught of ingratitude ; 
The flame of thy homage bum brighter and 
higher, 
That thy scions, though wafted to earth's widest 
latitude, 
May know thou dost honour the sway of the 
lyre. 
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THE OLD MILLSTONE. 

It lieth, mute and motionless, before the whitened 
door, 

The old millstone, with hoary brow — the mighty 
one of yore. 

Though moss-besprent, and furrowed o*er with 
many a time-worn grace. 

And useless deemed, except to pave a causeway to 
the place ; 

And though the thoughtless pass it by with light 
and heedless mien, 

It lives in tales of other days upon the village- 
green. 

It lieth there in rustic state, nor courts the mill- 
wright's tool, 

Nor curious dalliance of the herd of younglings 
loosed from school ; 

It serves no more the offices it served so long 
ago, 

When all confessed its influence but second to the 
plough : 

Ah ! then it toiled, both night and day, to feed 
the starving poor, 

"When Hunger, like a ravening wolf, bestrode their 
narrow door. 



It resteth there, like weary eld, and workmen 

quaff no more 
The foaming pitcher by its side, nor sing the 

songs of yore ; 
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Its cherished tones no welcome gain along the old 

mill-stream, 
Its fleet gyrations haunt no more the matron's 

midnight dream ; 
Deserted, like a mighty one bereft of wealth or 

place, 
Save Dy the Miller's cat that plumes thereon her 

snow-white fece. 

It slumb'reth there, neglected, lone ; yet, circled 
shall it be 

With many a yemal chaplet from the spirit's me- 
mory ; 

And when the young and aged meet upon the 
festal day, 

The glowing theme shall glad the heart, like child- 
hood's early lay; 

And deeds it (ud in other days — the merry days 
of yore — 

Shall consecrate the mention of the millstone old 
and hoar. 
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A CHEISTMAS GREETING. 

Hail ! hail ! Eatlier Christmas, right frankly, 

again, 
We welcome thee back with thy mirth-loTing 

train ; 
Once more would we robe thee in restmentB of 

sheen, 
And crown thy old brow with a chaplet of green. 
Oh ! come, with thy wallet o'eriaden with good — 
Bich, racy October, just out of the wood, 
Boast-beef, and plum-pudding, and wassail, so 

bright. 
And feast in the glow of the ingle to-night. 

Hail! hail! jolly Christmas, with flagon in 

hand, 
We welcome thy advent to old fatheriand : 
Come, merry bells, ring. 
Come, wassailers, sing, — 
" Largesse ! largesse!" for our Festival-king. 

Though winds whistle shrilly, though icy the 

pane. 
And deep in the snow sink the wheels of the 

wain, — 
Though icicles glimmer the eavelets among. 
And gleemen grow weary with piping so long. 
There's warmth and a welcome within, which I 

trow. 
Will soften the rigour of frost and of snow : 
And merry, right merry, in truth, shall it be. 
The hearth that is honoured and gladdened by 

thee. 
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Hail ! hail ! jolly Christmas, with flagon in 

hand, 
We welcome thy advent to old fatherland. 
Come, merry bells, ring. 
Come, wassailers, sing, — 
" Largesse ! largesse !" for our Festival-king. 

Step in. Father Christmas, lithe, laughsome, and 

free, 
A goodly band fain would do homage to thee ; 
The young and the aged, the hirsute and bland. 
Are waitmg a squeeze from thy time-honoured 

hand; 
The maids of the hamlet — of girlhood the pride, — 
Have scattered the thick-fruited holly-branch 

. wide, — 
And coy, ogling swains, loiter, anxious I trow, 
Such toil to repay *neath the mistletoe-bough. 
Hail ! hail ! jolly Christmas, with flagon in 

hand. 
We welcome thy advent to old fatherland. 
Come, merry bells, ring. 
Come, wassailers, sing, — 
" Largesse ! largesse !" for our Festival-king. 

List! list! stir the yule-log, old Christmas is 

here ; 
Bring in the huge sirloin, with garniture rare, 
The best of the vintage, choice viands and good, — 
G-olden orange from China, and nuts from the 

wood, 
And then to the feast and the revel we'll bend, 
And toast Father Christmas, our trusty old 

friend; 
'Tis well to salute him with plenty of cheer 
Who visits our homestead but once in the year. 
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Hail! hail! jolly Christmas, with flagon in 

hand, 
"We welcome thy advent to old fatherland : 
Come, merry bells, ring. 
Come, wassailers, sing, — 
" Largesse I largesse !" for our Festival-king. 
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EPITHALAMIUM. 

10th Maech, 1863. 

"Rtsq out, wild bells ! your song of jubilation ; 
Bing out, old bells ! your chorus loud and 
Mgh, 
Till heart and voice throughout this mighty 
nation, 
Swell the broad deep of universal joy. 

Tell the glad story — fling it far and wide, 
The tale prophetic of a kingdom's weal — 

That Albert's royal Son, our hope and pride, 
And Danish Pair at Hymen's altar kneel. 

Kneel — 'midst the plenitude of pomp and beauty, 
Kneel — m the sweet simplicity of love ; 

Q-od grant them health and heart to do their 
duty! 
Q-od send them benediction from above ! 

'Twere ill to mar a scene so calm and holy 
By scruples of fanatic folly bom ; 

Wake, heart and voice ! avaunt, " loath'd melan- 
choly !" 
Nor blot the radiance of so fair a mom ! 

Ye cannon, laud it from your brazen throats ! 

Te brave, repeat it in each,^ dejoie ! 
While trump and paean blend the lofty notes, 

And roU the jubilate through the sky ! 
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Bing out, wild bells, yoiir song of jubilation ; 
Bing out, old bells! your cnorus loud and 

Till heart and voice, throughout this mighty 
nation, 
Swell the broad deep of universal joy ! 
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BNDTJEB WHAT TOTJ CANNOT AMEND. 

EifTDTmE what you cannot amend, 

'Tis madness to fret and repine ; 
The short-lived are ever the men 

Accustomed to murmur and whine. 
"What though thy bright hopes are obscur'd 

By clouds that deep anguish portend P 
'Tis folly, not wisdom, to chide, — 

Endure what you cannot amend. 

Let tear-drops nor sully thy cheek, 

Nor chafe more that spirit of thine ; 
Be sure there are tokens of good 

In ills that you cannot divine. 
A Providence, ffracious and kind. 

Has graven the path you must wend ; 
Oh! strive in that path to abide, 

And bear what you cannot amend. 

Endure what you cannot amend 

Of penury, sorrow, or care ; 
Let spirits that craven and pine 

MaJse wreck on the cliffs of Despair. 
The rainbow, that whispers of hope, 

Illumes with its beautiful bend 
The heart that bears meekly the ills 

It owns not the skill to amend. 
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F00TPEINT8 OP THE TBAE. 

Lt wolfish guise, dank, desolate, and drear, — 

Yet cherishing a thousand schemes, I trow, — 
Pale Janus* comes to herald forth the year. 

Laden with messages of weal and woe. 
His wain the snow-cloud is, his steeds the blasts 

That reinless sweep adown the hills and plains. 
His mantle the dark vest yon blue o'ercasts, 

His choice libations the descending rains : 
'Midst sleet and hail he scours the barren woods 

Where vet'ran oaks with terror writhe and 
quail ; 
His mandate freezes o'er the gurgling floods, 

Nor spares the woodman shiv'ring in the vale. 
Yet, welcome ! sullen bantling of the new-born 

year. 
There's music in thy natal hymn, and beauty in 
thy tear. 



« The first month of the calendar was dedicated by the 
ancient Bomans to the above-named deity of their mytho- 
logy ; hence the name by which it passes current amongst as. 
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Eebettabt. 

Lo ! FebruuB,* last of the bnunal tliree, 

Stalks forth, anon, with dun and gusty reign. 
While rooks salute him from ancestral tree, 

And wood-owl's screech commingles mth the 
strain. 
He bids the rustic ploughman yoke his team, 

And to the fallow glebe entrust the grain. 
To wait the benison of Titan's beam, 

Or genial dew, or stillicidious rain. 
The hedger's sturdy stroke, the brakes among. 

Lops th' excrescent branch, and scantlet sere, 
While vestal snow-drops, and the circling throng — 

Arbutus, daffodil, hepatica — 
Q-ive signs prophetic of the spring-time nigh. 
When woodland hymns shall glad the ear, and 
bourgeons greet the eye. 



•This month derives its appellation from the expiatory 
sacrifices annually offered by the Romans upon the altars of 
the god Februus. 
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Hadtattt with hope and embryo ecstasies, 

Yet, stem withal, adventurous March appears, 
To bid the panoramic earth and skies 

Sesume their genial beauty. True, he bears 
A fearful sway o'er equinoctial deeps. 

Or where the landslip tells its tale of woe ; 
But o'er old Albion's dells and echoing steeps, 

His laugh familiar and his loud halloo ! 
Awake long-buried friendships, in the wood. 

Or by the brooklet's marge, where much of 
cheer. 
And the first bleat of miaQy a fieecy brood, 

Join in the opening concert of the year. 
Hail ! ruddy Misirch, and thy inconstant beam. 
That gilds !Narcissus, and portrays his youthhood 
in the stream. 
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Apbel. 

Come, lusty April, witli thy garniture 

Of tlirivinff herbs, and fragrance-teeming buds ; 
Haste, with thy ruby cheek and bosom pure, 

And pipe thy vernal echos through the woods. 
Tend meadows tesselate with virgin flowers, 

Pleach floral tresses for thy sister. May, 
"While hamadryades retrim their bowers. 

And thrush and ouzel weave a dainty lay. 
Emblem of life ! thy bright but flickering beams — 

Like Pleasure's witching smiles, so soon o'ercast, 
Teach me to trust not to illusive dreams 

Of earth, too bright, too beautiful to last. 
Still whisper wisdom, while, as fervid bard-of yore, 
I linger at the daisy's shrine, and drink its mystic 
lore!* 



* It is said that the poet Ohaacer was wont to lie for houra 
looking with ftdmiring contemplation on the daisies. 
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May. 

QiTEEN^ of the months ! propitious May, betime — 

Borne on the pinions of her trooping maids — 
The rosy zenith paints ; while insect-chime 

Edngeth her ntomellos in the glades, 
Where rustics sport, and weave th' historic dance ; 

And, in the plenitude of childish glee. 
Arouse the dormouse from hibernal trance. 

Or chrysalis from covert in the tree. 
Long tarry. May, with thy emulous train 

Of floral life, that scents the tepid air : 
Ye myriad-throated choirs, whose rapturous 
strain — 

'Midst hawthorn blossom, or the embryo pear — 
Salutes the dawn, prolong your guileless zest. 
And with your rural songs make glad the spirit of 
unrest. 



56 



As bees love flowers, as daisies love the Spring, 

So love I thee, meUiflnous June ; oome, reign 
Supreme along the pastures. Haste thee, fling 

Thy balmy mcense o'er the mead and plain ! 
The cuckoo greets thee with his sober note. 

The nimble redstart teHs a jocund tale, 
And comdrake plays his saraband remote, 

Where woodbmes flaunt, and kiss the freshen- 
ing gale. 
The farmer owns thy sway, as o'er the lands 

And furrows garnished with the ripening blade, 
He tends his thnfby teams and sweltering bands. 

And sees his toil with plenitude repaid. 
Hail ! month of Summer prime, to thee 'tis given 
To thiill oiur lips with gratitude, and raise our 
souls to heaven. 
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July. 

Ejbtled in full-orbed Bplendour, Thennidor,* 

Sets all a-glow the sultiy, teeming earth, 
As rustics gossip round the hamlet door, 

And tell their rural tales of rural mirth ; 
Or stroll where hangs the orchard's luscious 
train, 

Like gems inlaid with hues of earth and sky, 
Or where sweet Echo chants her soft refrain, 

Besponsiye to the streamlet's pensive sigh. 
Peace to the sylvan meads where oft I'd dwell. 

And watch the mower drain his eager flask, 
Or the swarth ant go laden to its ceU, 

And sedge-birds ply* their never-ceasing task. 
Child of the summer prime ! right welcome thou, 

I ween. 
That giv'st the rose its vermil, and the grape its 
purple sheen. 



* In the new computation of time adopted during the 
French Bepablic, July was denominated Thermidor, or, the 



hot month, 



58 



August. 

Lo ! August reigns ; and, with the roseate mom, 

A thousand cheering influences vie : 
The thrush discourseth from the dew-deck'd 
thorn, 
And Centaurea smiles with azure eye. 
How pleasant now to thread some gleesome 
wood^ 
Or 'midst the umbrage of yon forest sire, 
Con o'er some poet of congenial mood, 

Whose lines are radiant with celestial fire ; 
Or list the distant hum, as sun-tanned bands 
Pursue, with sickles girt, their upland toil, 
And maiden gleaners throng the stubbly lands. 

And plait the liberal handful with a smile. 
Hail! month benign, that hiv'st the golden 

grain, 
And bidd'st the grateful harvest-hymn resound 
along the plain. 
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Septembeb. 

Pephtg a monody o'er Summer dead, 

September comes ; and from his palette showers 
Tincture of russet, dun, and sickly red, 

And whispers poisonous breath to all the 
flowers. 
Lo ! from the city's noise, the hind pursues 

His wonted duties with stentorian glee, — 
Now, lost among the woodland's mingling hues, 

Now, where the fiirmstead rings with revelry. 
With care he hives the store that Nature yields. 

To ward the dangers of approaching need ; 
Or, with the swineherd roams to groves and fields, 

Or, prostrate, thrills the air with vocal reed. 
Come, month of change, thou faithful pioneer 
Of deepening shade, and the dishevelled year ! 
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OCTOBEE. 

Hist ! on the eddying breeze October comes, 

And like a mont yclad in sober guise, 
O'er murky dells and groves unpitying roams, 

"Wliere erst tlie cusbat told his ecstasies. 
Gone, the delights of Summer ; gone, for aye, 

The gleesome flow'rets, and the laughing sky ; 
And PhoBbus vainly hastes to kiss away 

The brimming tear that steeps Aurora's eye. 
No more the mavis, soaring with his theme, 

Eevels 'midst joys that seemed to scorn decay ; 
And nobler truths than visionaries dream. 

Proclaim the sere leaves strewn athwart our 
way. 
Type of the stricken heart ! thy monitory verse 
Shall tell the heedless, Death waits by, their plea- 
sures to inherse. 
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NOTEMBEE. 

In gloom pavilioned, draped in thickest mist, 

Ajid pregnant with a thousand saddening looks, 
Brumaire* asserts his sway. The skies that kiss'd 

The rosy hills, and cheered the rippling brooks, 
Deign not to smile with their accustomed ray ; 

Past flows the turbid tide of wintry gloom 
And deluges the scene. Haggard and grey 

Totters the old Tear to his clay-cold tomb, 
Ear in the heart of yon primeval wood, 

Where cloud-bom terrors rend the antlered oaks. 
And dirgeftil ditties from the culver brood 

Away resound ; and the scared raven croaks. 
While fears convulse the everlasting hills, 
And ocean-tears augment the swelling rills. 



• Bminaire — a word signifying the foggy-month — is that by 
which November was distmguished in the French Bepublican 
calendar. 



Decembeb. 

Last, comes December, coifed in ebon plume, 

To seek familiar faces : what, though Care 
Hath wrinkled many a brow ; though in the tomb 

Are sleeping old companions loved and f&iiy 
Still, is he gleeful as in days of yore, 

And joys to link once more the sundered chain 
Of earth's endearments. See ! the redbreast, poor. 

Leads the still morris by the frozen pane ; 
As beams the hearth, and brighter beams the eye 

Of clustering friendships, while, from turrets 
drear. 
Chime biddeth chime prolong its theme of joy, 

And welcome Christmas with becoming cheer ; 
Ere yet the dead year, swathed in cerements gram. 
Ask of the mournful muse an epicedium. 



68 



THE FUGHUVE SLAVE-MOTHEE. 

O'eb savaxmahB draped with noctural gloom, 

The wandering captive flies ; 
Woe deepens the hue of her olive brow, 

And stands in her moistened eyes. 
The bloodhounds are yelling in hot pursuit, 

The lash of the slaver's nigh, 
As she threads the tangled, dank morass, 

To prostrate herself and die. 

They bore him afar o'er the wild lagoon, — 

The spouse of her fond caress, — 
And want has withered the blossom of hope. 

That cheered her heart's wilderness : 
But, stmned by a happier dime, it blooms 

In freedom and fragrance there ; 
And bends, with an angel's tenderness, 

To its mother's expiring prayer. 

She dies, ay, she dies, in the lonely swamp, 

A victim of wrong and fear ; 
The moss of the pine is her winding-sheet. 

And the cedar-log her bier : 
The requiem winds ner frinereal dirge 

Sigh far o'er Columbia's wave, 
And the drooping wing of the ocean-bird 

Flaps oft by the negro's grave. 
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WINTER 

WiNTEB— sullen, melancholy — 

Winter cometh, chill and drear, 
Bearing high a crown of hoUy, 

And the grave-clothes of the year. 
See ! he comes with sheepskins girt, 
Spattered o'er with sleet and dirt. 
To the sounds of rustling leayes — 
Wild, hibernal symphonies. 
Lo ! he comes with ireful sway, 
Potentate of fell decay. 
Ah ! with what remorseless power 
He destroys each beauteous bower 
Spring, with fairy-fingers wove 
Por pastoral joys and love. 
Gone the charms the May-queen lent. 
Mossy banks, with flowers besprent, 
Insect beauties, woodland joys. 
Halcyon gales, and sunny skies, 
And the mom no more cUscloses 
Sweets of eglantine and roseer. 
Hushed the wild, incondite lays 
Of the wood-nymphs and the fays ; 
And the groves no more prolong 
Philomela's soothing song. 
Like a giant waked from sleep, 
Comes he o'er the northern deep ; 
Where, 'midst alps and fields of ice, 
Glitters many a wild device, 
Eifted rock, and cavern old, 
Wizard glen, of lore untold. 
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And skeleton all white with cold. 
Dread the tyrant's chilly reign, 
As he bounds o'er wood and plain ; 
Booting up the parent flowers 
That have charmed our youthful hours, 
And enshrouding all below 
"With a panoply of snow. 
Forest tre^ that stood sublime, 
And defied the shafts of Time, 
Tremble 'neath his potent wand. 
And in mournful grandeur stand : 
Leaves, unhurt by Autumn's sigh. 
Quiver, fall, decay, and die ; 
"While the trunks and branches rise, 
Like Ghrief, importuning the skies ; 
Scathed, dismantled, let them tower, 
Eecords of the tyrant's power ! 
Forth he treads, demure and slow, 
Crumpling up the crisp, white snow : 
And where Ijriers briers wed. 
Pilfers berries, black and red. 
Grudging e'en poor Eobin cheer, 
As he wails the dying year. 
High he pQes the fagot, high, 
And invites each deity ; 
Satyrs, gnomes, a motley train. 
Bush from woodland, mere, and plain, 
And flock round — the small and great— 
To carouse, and celebrate 
Winter's kingship, frost and snow, 
Winds boreal, want and woe. 
Jolly Christmas, stout and hale. 
Brings his rare old nut-brown ale ; 
Eebec, pipe, and tabour sound, 
Toasts and lamb's- wool follow round, 
Till, with feast and wassailing, 
Loud the welkia arches ring ; 



When old Winter shakes his wand, 
Bids the elfin crew disband, 
Mounts his fleet-wing'd sledge, and goes 
To rule o'er the polar snows. 
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ONWABD! 

Onwaed ! onward ! 
Why despair? 
Emblems of progression meet thee 
Everywhere. 
By the wayside, 
Up the steep 
Where the daisy and the primrose 
Jocund peep ; 
Where rippling streams 
Sportive stray, 
And o'erleap the towering bulrush 
In their way. 

Onward! onward! 
Why despair ? 
Emblems of progression meet thee 
Everywhere. 
'Midst the ether. 
Ear on high. 
Where sky-climbing mavis poureth 
Eloods of joy ; 
And spheres of light 
Move sublime, 
With the caravan unresting 
Of king Time. 
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TO A CASCADE. 

How paasing bright, how beautiful, how clear, 

Thou lonely watcher of the crystal stream ! 
Nor fancy's cheek, nor morning's orient tear. 

Nor moonlit splendours of a fairy-dream, 
Thy magic influence own. Thou hast a soul 

Of ravishing enchantment, as thy sweet 
Voice — silvery sweet — doth flatter and cajole 

The pale Nympaea with some fond deceit. 
Methinks, the soph, enamoured of young Fame, 

Should come and ponder o'er thy harmless 
mirth; 
llejoice, like thee, to share a lowly name, 

And live a life of unobtrusive worth : 
And vow to shun her smiles, inconstant as a 

dream, 
Or spray-built bubble whose gay hues lie wrecked 
upon the stream. 



EEMEMBEE THE POOR 

Eemember the poor 

Whatever betide, 
Nor thrust them away 

In anger or pride. 
It may be, ere long, 

That Eortune— sly elf- 
Will sully thy fame, 

Or scatter thy pelf. 

Oh ! think of the poor, 

When woods are all sere, 
With much to distress. 

And little to cheer, 
Save, what the kind folk, 

TVom plenteous store, 
Give to the starvelings 

That watch by their door. 

Eemember the poor ; 

No warm log have they, 
Nor dainty delights 

To scare want away, — 
Wassail to heighten, 

Or merriment rare, 
Or sleek serving-men 

The feast to prepare. 

Eemember the poor, 
Doomed lonely to roam 

Away from their sires, 
Away from their home : 
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TJnslieltered, imclotlied, 
TJncared for, unfed. 

And but the wayside 
To pillow their head. 

Bemember the poor, 

"Whatever betide, 
Nor mock their distress 

With insolent pride : 
Mites shall thrive tenfold. 

The cruise shall not fail. 
Of those who regard 

The mendicant's tale. 
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SCUTAEI. 

A TsiBrTE TO Elobence NiaHTuraALE. 

Lo ! Night her sable vesture flings afar 
O'er vaunting Sevastopol ; and the wave 
That laves the Euxine shore responds, anon, 
To the snsurrus of the sighing breeze. 
O'er tented field, there broods a stilliness. 
Sepulchral and profound ; and, if the gleams 
Of distant watcn-fires, flick'ring in the haze — 
Like wrestling buoy amidst the surgy sea — 
Did not adumbrate forms of mortal shape, 
None would have deemed that ever human foot 
Set print upon the spot ; still less, I ween. 
That matchless valour there was put to proof, 
For liberty and right. The bick'ring sounds 
Of clashing helmets, and encountering hosts. 
And vanguard, glittering like a tower of steel, 
Have respite found. The elements of wrath 
That waged defiance through the hostile day, 
Are quenched in midnight ; and the Moslem flag, 
That waved a welcome to Britannia's sons, 
And woke old G-aui to deeds of high emprise. 
Droops o'er the walls of Stamboul; and, nor 

scares 
The minions of the house of Eomanoff. 
Night reigns supreme. Hail ! halcyon Solitude ; 
Sweet refuge for the darkling brow of Care ! 
"Woo, thou, the o'erwrought nerve, and jaded 

frame. 
Deign, thou, Elysian slumbers ! "Wing of Night, 
That o'er the soldier's restless pillow reign'st, 
His heaxt revive, his arm re-energise ! 
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How silent, and how solemn ! 'Not a sound 
Salutes th' attentive ear, save the hushed tones 
Of duteous sentinels that pace, by turns, 
The ramparts to and fro ; or the far tube, 
Designed to scare marauding ftigitives. 
The foe, perchance, is ambush'd, but the clang 
Of arms is still ; and, prone, beneath the shreds 
Of fretted canvass, 'midst the tented field, 
As chime the lullabies of wintry winds. 
The warrior seeks repose, — seeks, but not finds ! 
What fantasies hold conclave in his brain ! 
How throbs the temple, and how rolls the orb, 
"With feverish excitement ominous ! 
He starts — and starts again ! yet knows not why ; 
Scans his dank dormitory, and the couch, 
That, niggardly as miser with his gold, 
Eeftises what exceeds the price of gold. 
Lapsed nature's choicest cordial — gentle sleep ; 
Then, grasps the hilt of the unfailing blade. 
That, well-attempered, lingers by his side ; 
Ee views the carbine 'neath his dappled plume, 
Or holds discourse with Solitude ; or cons. 
Like Brutus at Philippi, the fair page 
Of Truth hortative, to direct the mind. 
Or wile away the dread incertitude. 

But though the camp repose, one, leagues afar, 
Where the broad Euxine woos the Bosphorus, 
And old Scutari rears its friendly walls, — 
Holds ceaseless bivouac. Her mission 'tis — 
And self-imposed, inemulous of fame, — 
To minister to anguish, undeterred 
By harsher natures, and unawed by fear 
Of loath' d contagion, or of fell disease. 
Erom morn to eve, her busy hands were full. 
Anxiety, that seres the roseate cheek, 
4jid swift-corroding Toil, were hers to give 



73 

The sacred cause of suffering ; many a wound 
Had shared her healing balm, and many a care 
The sweet elixir of her smile. But, day — 
Departing day — that closes for a time 
The calyx of the flower, too sensitive 
For e'en the kisses of the tender night, 
Collapses not the heart intent to do 
The world a goodly deed.v The charities 
Of woman, gentle and unwearying, 
Pause not 'midst their angelic embassies. 
When glide the garish hues of day behind 
The cloud-flakes of the West. Such gracious deeds 
That come, like Eden visitants, once more 
To man's dark tribulations, well beseem 
The episodes of Night, and serve to wreathe 
Unearthly glory round her ebon plume. 

The stars grow dim ; yet the devoted one 
Eetreats not from the wild'ring scenes of woe; 
But, with a more than sister wakefulness, 
Watches the couch of pain, — the rustic couch, 
Where the fall'n warrior lies, and writhes — sad 

fate! 
A prey to languor, and swift- with'ring pain. 
How soft her tread, and how benign her look. 
As, by the form of one she hesitates. 
Wrapped in the down of sleep, and radiant 
With bright effusions of poetic dreams ! 
Perchance, those fitful slumbers may restore 
The semblance of departed joys ; perhaps, 
The sacred, soothing memories of home : 
And, if he wakes, and finds it all a dream, 
Still, let the vision come. The joys unknown 
In the luxurious certitude of sense. 
Should visit us in dreams. The cottage home, 
Whose blue smoke curled around the antlered 

elms; 
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The myrtles peeping tlirough each littile pane, 

The birds amidst the eaves, the chattermg brook. 

The fireside glee, the idyls of the woods, 

Th' impassioned hopes of vigonr-mantled youth, 

The hand that pressed its speechless eloquence, 

When life looked fair as blossom in the sun, 

And maiden vows, and Hymeneal fene, 

And holy quiet of its Sabbath hours, 

And all the little records of the heart. 

Are costly reminiscences that soothe 

The exiled spirit, and buoy up the soul 

Invaded e'en by p^ngs of sore disease : 

Then, let the warrior dream. 

See ! on she treads. 
IVom couch to couch, where suffering valour pines, 
With healing in her seraph loveliness. 
How beautiM ! how still ! Pensive, and lone. 
She moves to catch the last desire, and breathe 
Nocturnal benedictions. When, anon, 
Like stars upris'n from their occultation. 
Long galaxies of yearning eyes gleam forth. 
And, with the warmth of grateful homage glow, — 
Orbs that erst flashed the wild-fires of revenge, 
In fierce affi-ont on Alma's goiy heights. 
Or scared th' outnumbering hordes of Inkermann, — 
Intent to trace the shadow of her form, 
As down the ward of serried lazar-house, 
She softly glides, and gracefully, I ween, 
As seem those sylph-like groups that beautify 
Some Grecian vase, or rare intaglio. 

Oh, Charity ! thou heaven-descended maid, 
That tam'st the lion-heart of fierce Eevenge ; 
And 'neath the panther-hide of murd'rous Bage, 
Canst graft the gentle nature of the lamb, 
Gto ! speed thy sway benign o'er earth and sea ; 
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Bid sceptres fall that triumph in the strife 
Of blatant war. Thy stainless pennon wave, 
And trump and tongue proclaim the jubilee 
Of tmiversal peace, and brotherhood eterue. 
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HIBEENAL PLAINTS. 

What say the winds, with their plaintive moan, 
Madly careering from zone to zone, 
And sighing for rest, yet finding none ? — 
" "Winter is come." 



What saith the sky ; — ^it once did unfold 
Its regal hues of purple and gold, 
And scattered them o er the bloss'my wold ? — 
" Winter is come." 

What say the trees, whose withered leaves now 
Drop, one by one, from the parent bough, 
To sport with the whistling wind below ? — 
" Winter is come." 



What say the kine, that whilom did hail 
The buxom maid with the shining pail, 
And basked at will in the May-tide vale? — 
" Winter is come." 



What say the brooklets, — whose summer song 
Cheer' d the rude swain, the farrows among, — 
Silent, and choked by the leafy throng ? — 
" Winter is come." 



What say the shades of the flowers that stood 
By lady's bower, or 'midst vernal wood, 
Ere froz'n and nipp'd by the wintry brood? — 
" Winter is come." 
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Wliat say the snow-birds that cringe beneath 
Some frondless twig on the lurid heath, 
And wail their misereres of grief? — 

" Winter is come." 

And, what saith man, as the rolling sphere 
Kirtles itself in its widowed gear, 
And bears to the tomb the passing year ? — 
" Winter is come." 

Yet, his nobler aspirations soar 

To a haven of peace — a sunnier shore — 

WTiere brightness and beauty fade no more ; 

And Winter ne'er comes. 
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THE TEBASUEE-CAVES OF MEMOET. 

The treasure-caves of Memory, 

Who cannot in them trace 
A beauty and a joy above 

Art's most bewitching grace? 
What ministry of gold or gems 

Such raptures can impart, 
As olden faces trophying 

The altar of the heart ? 

The treasure-caves of memory, 

Oh! fascinating power. 
To conjure e'en a transient thrill 

Of life's young, fleeting hour ; 
Or light anew the embered hearth. 

Where lisped affection's lore. 
And feel again the hand that smoothed 

These slumbering eyelids o'er ! 

Ah ! let the halls of sumptuous wealth 

Their costly stores unfold, — 
Pearls from old Ocean's treasure-grots, 

And trinkets wrought of gold ; 
Let gallant knight, and troubadour. 

In glittering bondage shine. 
And Claude and Tintoretto share 

The bays and brunt of Time : — 

Ah ! let blind Cupid grace a niche. 

And orgic Baccnus, there. 
Laugh o'er the goblet said to smooth 

The puckered brow of Care ; 
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Let Venus — ^beautiful but cold — 
In soulless marble stand, 

Nor fabled warmth be hers to give 
Affection's timorous hand :— 

The treasure-caves of Memory, 

With richer spoils abound ; 
And, like enchanted palaces 

By rainbows girt around, 
They glow with many a fairy charm 

Of youth's voluptuous hours. 
When Hope was ever on the wing, 

And earth was gay with flowers. 
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WILD-ELOWEES. 

Chowned heads have envied the nobility 

Who find Contentment at so cheapa rate 

As he who guides the plough. How true, that 

wealth 
Consists not in the much we call our own ; 
But, in the little needed. Thus, the swain, 
In the enjoyment of his lowly lot, 
Knows more of sterling wealth than he who holds 
The rod of empire, and yet sighs in vain 
For undiscovered continents of spoil. 
Here, too, doth lurk the secret of the power 
That wields the peasant's arm. Se6, how he 

thrives — 
Fanned by the breeze and blessing of kind 

Heaven — 
In muscle, and in sinew ! How combine 
The elements that minister to health. 
To paint the cheek, and animate the frame. 
Ah ! ye, who pine luxurious hours athwart 
The velvet couch of listless indolence, 
Exanimate with sloth, go to the fields ; 
Make friendship with the healthy essences 
Unchaliced by a thousand fragrant blooms ; 
Stride o'er the furrows, snuff the freshening breeze 
That savours of the new-turned sod ; or, now. 
Dispenses odours of the lowing kine ; 
Or the aroma breathe of tedded grass. 
Where pert Cicada serenades his loves, — 
Would you invigorate the drooping frame ; 
The chest, collapsed by sedentary ease. 
Dilate with new activities ; or give 
An edge to the fastidious appetite ; 
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Or limn new beatity on tlie pallid cheek, — 
Companionate the fields. 

'Tis well to own 
A friend like Nature, in a world distraught 
"With passion and with party. Her rewards, 
Unlike a prince's favours, come xmgrudged, 
And free to all. The tattered child of want, 
And the proud scion of ancestral halls, 
Finds welcome *midst her broad expanse of green. 
By willowy stream, or gently-shelving hill. 
Thank Q-od ! for the green blade, that springs un- 
swayed 
By favour or caprice ; and bids, alike. 
The heirs of wealth and indigence enjoy 
Its soft, delicious hue. 

I love ye still, 
Ye verdant meads, that lure the sultry feet, 
Erom the oft-paced and dusty thoroughfare. 
Athwart your plushy carpets, diapered. 
Sun-tinged, and brindled with a myriad hues, 
Intense and beauteous as the subtle rays 
Diverging from the ruby-tinctured pane, 
Or amethystine, or purpureal ; 
When — emulous of her Titanic lord — 
Pale Luna, glancing down some Qothic aisle, 
Flings on the sombre pave the image soft 
Of Babe of Bethlehem, or Holy Eood, 
Or saint, or seer over his missal bent, 
"With scroll environed, and illumined text : 
But, doatingly I love ye, when the Mom 
Unlocks her storehouse of unpilfered sweets ; 
And wood-birds from the copse take early wing ; 
And forest-trees speak forth their orisons ; 
And busy insects, and ambrosial flowers 
That seem instinct with intellect and love. 
Come from nocturnal cloisters to invoke 
The favouring smiles of animating day. 
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Ah! hie, ve gay exotics ; live for me, 
The simple ^dings of our natiye vales, 
That bloom in humble feUovFship around 
The rustic's lowly home. Be mine, to woo 
The daisies, strewn like seed-pearl o'er the glade; 
The meadow-scenting cowslip, healing plant, 
That yields cosmetic for the beauteous fair ; 
Or meek-eyed sister, of the vernal sod 
Co-tenant, the pale cardarmine, to whose 
Soft, lilac petals and astringent leaves, 
The herala-bird of Summer lends a name ;* 
The nodding harebell, and the short-lived rose 
That clothes the bramble ; and the pimpernel, 
"With blood-red eye ; and blue campanula ; 
And queenly poppy, reigning 'midst the com. 
In supercilious buckram and brocade; 
And agrimony, and the febrifuge 
Tcle^ped star-of-the-earth ; and bind- weed fair. 
That emblems friendship's grasp as it entwines 
Bound every spiry thing ; and woodbine sweet. 
That waves its airy censers to and fro 
Above the way-side hedge ; and thou, wee flower. 
Twinkling like living turquoise by the stream, 
Nor cherished for thy native worth alone. 
But for the touching sentiment thou breath'st 
Of fond remembrance ; and, by fabled knight. 
Pronounced Forget-me-not. Bloom on, fair flower, 
In heaven's own sapphire hue baptized ; and when 
The blast that wings destruction comes, anon. 
To spoil thy comely form, still be thou green 
In hearts devote to tenderness and truth ; 
Beign there a talisman of wizard power, 
Supplant estrangement, or neglect, or scorn. 
Ana keep the veering impulse of the breast 
True to the points of friendship and of love. 

* The lychnis-, or cnckoo-fiower. 
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Out on the carle who brushes heedless by 
The floral sisterhood" of gentle guise, 
That bud and blossom, unrestrained and free, 
O'er every patch of herbage ! Did the flowers 
Befuse to deck the common walks of life, 
And if they charmed not every pleasant vale, 
Clomb not each rustic fence, nor made each ditch. 
And fragmentary wall, and ruinous arch. 
And minnowy brook, of odour redolent; 
And, if the Hand that robed the earth and sky, 
Mung not their rainbow galaxies around. 
Thick as the star-dust of the blue eteme, 
How would they be admired ? At what a cost 
Would the far-search be spared? Who would 

delay 
To urge the hulk, and preen the gallant sail. 
Where fiercest suns and solar wastes describe 
The sundered climes ; and who not gladly brook 
The woes of travel, and the wear and tear 
Of bitter disappointment, ay, worse ills 
Than e'er De GFama, or Columbus knew. 
To rescue but one frail and sickly germ 
From mountain-fastness, or embosomed cave. 
And thence transplant the little foreigner 
Within our genial soil ? Ah ! he who adds 
But one such treasure to the beautiful 
Of Nature's affluent stores, promotes a good 
That shall not be forgot. 
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THE BELEAaUEBED CITY. 

Iir ancient records, worn and grey, 

Lives many a thrilling story, 
Of mighty lancunarks torn away. 
And castles, left to owls a prey, 

Froclaim some victor's glory. 

A dtj, 'midst the luckless host, 

Besieged, did surrender ; 
"Where dwelt two youths, their country's boast, 
And to their aged parents most 

Affectionately tender. 

'Twas theirs to be — as all may be — 

Ingenuous and kind, 
When the torn heart craved sympathy. 
Or fear assailed, or penury 

Had left its sting behind. 

Thus oft on messages of weal 

The twain were active found ; 
E'en the besieging general, 
Had erst approved their skill to heal, 

Or stanch the bleeding wound. 

To recompense the generous pair, 

He nobly exercised 
His right ; and vowed with princely air. 
They should inalienably share 

The goods they mostly prized. 
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They took not wealth, nor trinkets rare, 

Prom that beleaguered city ; 
ISTor household gods, nor vestures feir, 
Nor faithful steed that seemed to share 
The tones and tears of pity. 

But soon, without the city gate, 

Was seen each votive brother ; 
One bore their father, desolate, 
While on the other's shoulder sat 

Earth's lirst, best gift — ^their mother. 
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WOMAN'S WOETH. 

Hence ! sanguinary theme ; Bellona, Mars, 

And all tlie &orgon tlirong tliat feed on blood. 

And tumult, rapine, carnage, liayoc dire, 

Avaunt ! May no intestine broils, or dread 

Of foreign foe, alarm these sylvan scenes ! 

I love the better chivalry wmch aids 

The conquests Peace achieves. Be mine to share 

The calm quiescence these Arcadian haunts 

In plenitude afford. Yet would I scorn 

Th' ungenerous wish alone t' enjoy the spoil : 

E'en the most selfish bosom knows a thrul 

Of sacred, imdefin'd satiety, 

"When it awakes a chord in other hearts 

Eesponsive to its own. And thus I crave, 

In all my fellowship with books an^ men. 

And in my rambles through the gleesome woods, 

Some genial mate that, with unniggard zest, 

Eecriprocates the innocent delight. 

Such, Phillis, mine ; czarina of my heart, 

And fellow-student in the leafy porch 

Of rural alcove, or by winding stream. 

Or where aspiring Campion's verdant steeps 

Prompt the rapt eye to more extensive range : 

Witness, ye tesselated meads, ye aisles 

Of various green, and ye ambrosial bowers, — 

Witness, ye rippling brooks, and tangled elms, — 

Tell it, ye galaxies of vale and hill. 

And ye, high warbling, how we sought your haunts. 

And flung our being, as it were, in thme ; 

When — like twin instruments — ^in unison. 

We sped or loitered; marched or counter-marched, 

To gather waifs of wisdom, and admire 
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Thy Q-od-wrouglit images. Thrice-liappy hours ! 

Ah ! if the bosom of primeval man, 

Dowered with heaven's own smile; from guilt 

estranged. 
As Eden's confluent waters from distain, — 
If he, who sole dominion held o'er earth, 
!From sinuous worm to cloud-assailing Alp, 
Knew an abysmal void that nought could fill. 
And whom, supine, the thymy-scented mom, 
Or hum of drowsy eve, or floral guise, 
With choicest fruits, and concord of sweet sounds, 
To multiply delight, — alike did doy. 
Through lack of mutual love, methinks the dull 
And evil day of ours, at best, would prove 
Insufferable exile were it robbed 
Of woman's heart, and love-Ulumined eye. 

In spite of Eastern fable, 'tis a joy 
To know that woman hath indeed a soul 
Not a whit less susceptive of delight, 
Or influential in the sacred cause 
Of goodness and of truth, than that enshrined 
"Within her counterpart. Vain man ! to dream 
That all of greatness or sublimity 
That makes the wide world famous, owes its birth 
To the puissance of thy head or arm ! 
What, ff her home her empire be ; her power 
Laughs at the impotence of bolts and bars ; 
Bounds o'er the confines of domestic life, 
And girdles the big earth as with a mesh, 
Silent as subterranean fires ; withal, 
Invincible and perilous as they. 
To fritter life at flounce or filigree. 
Or play the prude, or languish o'er a fan. 
Were idle toil for whom &od hath not found 
A being to supplant 'midst the world- work 
Of sublunary weal. Hath she no eye 
For earth's cameleon beauties P or no ear 
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For wood-bird's choral nxunberfl, or tlie sweet 

Prolusions of the hiUs ? Doth not the sky 

That circles each alike, alike to each 

Uufurl its glorious scroll, and tempt afar 

The wondering sense ? Or do the laughing fiowers 

Distinguish 'twixt the sexes, and recoil, 

Or close their rosy charms at the approach 

Of undeserving woman ? Eather, say, 

Is not her gentler form the protoplast 

Of all we deem beneficent in art. 

And beautiftil in nature ? Tell me, where 

The poet's rapture, or the painter's skill. 

Or graver's airy art, or sculptor's power 

That borrows not a beauty from her charms ? 

Where are the limits of her sway ? Ah ! where 

Can mortal plant a foot, or lift an eye, 

Unhaunted by her worth ? "Where reigns she not ? 

In public mart, or by the still retreats 

Of rural quiet, she holds memories 

That cannot be forgot. On lofty ceil. 

Or arras-cloth of gold, or cloistered pane. 

Or antique missal, — over mount and vale, 

'Midst floral grot, and ever-during wild. 

As goddess, fairy, nymph, or saint, she lives 

To fertilize the fency, and inspire 

Thoughts elevate and grand. Now, in the stole 

Of fair Cybele, mother of the gods ; 

Or Dian, huntress wild, or azure-zoned 

Latona, or the fair who won the prize 

For beauty, by king Priam's son adjudged; 

Or corn-wreathed Ceres, as with rose-leaves fed. 

And nursed in sunshine ; or Hebe, pensive ; 

Or she, of Thea and Hyperion bom. 

Weeping her Memnon slain in orient dew, 

As ope the lids of Morn. The fertile vales 

Are to Yallonia sacred ; and the flowers 

Are typified by Flora ; while aloft 
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Night's empress, and tlie astral sisterhood 

That courteous wait around her silver wain, 

No less conspire to set her glories forth. 

Than tell how sacred, how benign the sway 

She wields amidst the destinies of time. 

Scorn, then, O man, the withering creed that seeks 

To exile from the good and beautiful, 

A creature whom the Lord of life hath made 

In semblance of the angels, to make glad 

The dull abodes of earth. Ah ! has she been 

A mere abstraction, or a memory. 

When sorrow craved her soothing, and the pangs 

That tortured thee sent anguish to her heart. 

And bade her weary out the lingering stars 

In the lone wakefulness of grief ; and 'midst 

Thy wants innumerous forget her own ? 

And when Bereavement preened his raven plume — 

A guest unbidden — by thy vacant hearth. 

Has she not raised her finger to the skies, 

A priestess, as it were, inspired to calm 

Thy perturbed spirit ; and with gentleness 

Bebuke thy rash complainings, and impart 

The sweet assurance, that the Hand that smote 

Was that which poised th' harmonious spheres ; 

and held 
The sceptre of unerring truth and love ? 
Ah ! turn not from the plea. True woman claims 
The best returns you own : give her to share 
The high immunities of intellect. 
And the behests of Nature. Lure her feet 
To the green fields, for Nature hath a smile 
To glad the heart and elevate the mind 
Of all her worshippers. Prompt her to feel 
A ready sympathy with the delights 
Of true philosophy. Let Poesy, 
Of rythmic dance and rainbow-dappled-wing. 
Shed her selectest influences, and point 
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To her third heaf en of hi^h Bublimity, 
Where Milton reigns insphered ; and Avon's bard, 
On the fEkir brow of whose undying fame 
Time sits nnwrinkled ; that she thus may gain — 
As flowers imbibe the genial breath of Spriing — 
The stamp of their own merit ; and instil, 
Within the minds of thy uprising sons. 
The truths that live in many a noble st3*ophe 
Of wise discourse, or trills of witching song. 
For woman 'tis who knows the avenues 
That lead to the young heart ; 'tis hers to wake, 
!Prom 'neath the tender soil, germs of pure worth, 
The world shall envy if not emulate. 
When an astonished age demands their sire 
To bless his hoar senility. Her skill 
Can bend the stubborn will ; alike depress 
Or elevate the passions ; tune the ear. 
And sublimate the faculty of taste ;. 
Q-ive lustre to the eye, and fire the soul 
To deeds of high emprise. Ah ! such the power 
In unobtrusive woman locked, that when 
Her mandate wiUs, her high behests are seen 
In many a noble life. Here, in the guise 
Minerva wears, she leads aspiring youth 
To alpine steeps of dizzy altitude. 
And bids a Newton or a Bacon pluck 
The chaplet due to philosophic worth ; 
There, to the guardian/ muse commits the mind 
And sportive fancy, and like-cadences 
That breathe in Cowper's or in Thomson's song, 
Come steeped in silvern mellowness to charm 
The drowsy ear of Time. Her wake is seen 
In every good essay to better man 
In this world and the next ; for if her breast 
G-lows with a patriot zeal, as pure as that 
Which fired the Roman matron,* it expands 
« The mother of the Gracchi. . 
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The altar of a holier flame that bums 
Persistently tow'rd Heaven. Say, can it be, 
That man, though but an atom 'midst the bulk 
Of aggregated matter, shall enjoy 
A home in yonder corridors of bliss, 
Eevel 'midst untold splendours, and partake 
The manna angels eat, and swell the choir 
Of truth-zoned Seraphim ? 'Tis well, I trow, 
To share the good man's benison on earth, 
And shine amidst the archives of the wise ; 
But better, far, to have one's praise on high, 
And read engrossed the lowly name we bear, 
On the illumined aramanthine leaves 
Of Heaven's own holograph. Ah ! then, anon 
Q-ive her the aegis of thy manly heart. 
Who asks the homage due to excellence, 
A taste fiBsthetic, and discernment too. 
And throes parturient with Pierian fire. 
And philosophic truth, — ay, as sincere, 
A love for what is grand and beautiful, 
Beniflcent and good, as shall not shrink 
Comparison with thine. Q-o, consecrate 
To woman's mission thoughts and acts of prime, 
And wear the guerdon of a conscience free 
From foul ingratitude. 
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SONG OF THE VULTTJBE. 

I'm lord of the forest, Tm king of the plain ; 
All spaee my pavilion, unbounded my reign : 
I sail throufi;h the ether unfettered and £^, 
Whilst earth's lurid caves are subservient to me ; 
And wheel undismayed, in the pride of my power. 
Where Andes frown dark o'er the wave-beaten 
shore. 

I roam o'er the ocean, I light on the cliff, 
A iid laugh as the wave rocks the fisherman's skiff; 
J mock at the tempest, and hiss at the surge, 
And bosom the foam-crested billows that urge 
To splinters the vessel, whose tremulous mast 
litis oft sensed my foot 'midst the pitiless blast. 

Anon, I retire to my throne in the sky, 
Till tho steel-bound cavalcade passes me by; 
Hut, ©xuh as the vanguard, flushed with disdain. 
Urn viUiantly on till each foeman be slain; 
y\'\xen I speed with my iron-clad talons, and soar 
With prey *o *^® blood-deluged ravines of yore. 

1 laugh at the warrior's bright, booming car 
jitid phaJani adorned with the trophies of war; 
^l^e tramp of artillery, the war-charger's prance 
ftie jnuTor^hke cuirass, the helmet and lance; 
j,nd fea^t on the corse that ensanguines the plain 
j,^ hurncanoa wail o'er the vanquished and slain 



^unui, l^lnter, 20, Patemorter Row, London, B.C. 
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